WINTER IN THE ANTARCTIC

they had found a practicable way close under the
cliffs which at the present moment were between
us and the ridges.

As we neared the bottom of the mountain slope,
farther to the north than we had previously gone,
we had to be careful about crevasses, but we soon
hit off the edge of the cliff and skirted along it
until it petered out on the same level as the
Barrier. Turning left-handed we headed towards
the sea-ice, knowing that there were some two
miles of pressure between us and Cape Crozier
itself. For about half a mile it was fair going,
rounding big knobs of pressure, but always
managing to keep more or less on the flat and near
the ice-cliff which soon rose to a very great height
on our left. Bill's idea was to try to keep close
under this cliff, along that same Discovery way
which I have mentioned above. They never
arrived there early enough for the eggs in those
days: the chicks were hatched. Whether we
should now find any Emperors, and if so whether
they would have any eggs, was by no means
certain.

However, we soon began to get into trouble,
meeting several crevasses every few yards, and
I have no doubt crossing scores of others of which
we had no knowledge. Though we hugged the
cliffs as close as possible we found ourselves on
the top of the first pressure ridge, separated by a
deep gulf from the ice-slope which we wished
to reach. Then we were in a great valley between
the first and second ridges: we got into huge
heaps of ice pressed up in every shape on every
side, crevassed in every direction: we slithered
over snow-slopes and crawled along drift ridges,
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